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no money for that. It was true, even the trained
men could not get work.
"Now we have a typewriter/' Rosa sighed again,
"and 1 shall have to work in an office. I don't want
to work In an office/5
44I won't let you/' said Robert firmly. <4I won't
have you In an office. We shall be married."
"Yes," said Rosa, but neither of them believed
It.
That morning the typewriter and the crowded
room made Rosa despair. Auntie was cooking,
and curry smells came from the pantry where Boy
banged pans and swished water as they worked.
Father was resting on his bed with all his clothes
on, and Belle, like a thorn-prick to Rosa, in her
white skirt and handkerchief top, was polishing
her nails on the veranda. It was Rosa's turn at the
typewriter; she had not done her hair and she was
still in her kimono*
She looked discontentedly round the room. The
distemper had mildewed on the walls and a leg
had come off the couch, which Boy had propped
up with a brick. There was another brick to hold
open the partition door into the bedroom. There
was wire-netting over the windows to keep out
thieves, and it was rusty and sagging. Even the
plating was worn on the cruet and epergne that
stood on the sideboard, so that they showed stains
of yellow; between them was Blanche's gold-
fish bowl, where Edward her goldfish lived beside
a dish of fruit. Someone had left the skins of the
eaten fruit on the dish so that the room reeked of